MABEL : Yes, dear.

JIM : 1 haven't,

MABEL : Looking to see if I'd got any under

mine, aren't you ? (She gives him a shake, laugh"

ing,} Yes, you were. I know you were

JIM : I wasn't.

MABEL : Yes5 you were. You're just like a little

child.

JIM : I'm not.

MABEL : Poor old Jim ! (She bends over and kisses
his forehead.)

JIM : Bless you, my dear !
MABEL : Give us a sip. (She fakes the glass and
just sips a drop of it.) Very nice, too. There you
are. You can have it. Drink it, Jim. We must
get to bed. (She rises., crosses and opens the dining-
room door.) I'm leaving this door open. It
lets a bit more air in.

JIM (rising) : What about these things ?
MABEL : Leave 'em till morning.

[FREDA'S voice calls.
FREDA (off) : Good night, mother.
MABEL (outside) : Good night, darling.

FREDA  (calling) :  Fm in bed already.  Good

night, father.

JIM : Good night, dear. God bless you.

[He turns out the light of the sitting-room) then the

hall light, and goes into their bedroom and doses

the door.
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